Dampier, Wafer, and Pirate Captains 247

they reached the home of the kindly chief who had once
before intervened to save their lives.

The house of this man (whose name was Lacenta) was
situated on a pretty hill on which grew a most stately
grove of silk-cotton trees, with orchards of fruit trees and
bananas. This pleasant little hill was a peninsula of an
oval form, almost surrounded by two great rivers, and
defended on the side where it joined the land by a fence
of prickly pears and bamboos. Here lived fifty principal
men of the country, all under the command of this friendly
chief, Lacenta. Arrived at this happy haven, Lacenta
advised Wafer and his companions to discharge their
guides, telling them that at this rainy season of the year
it was quite impossible for them to finish their journey
to the Atlantic. He advised them to stay with him; he
would take great care of them, and eventually send them
to their destination. They consented.

It was not long before an occurrence happened which
tended to increase the good opinion of Lacenta and his
people. It so happened that one of Lacenta's wives, being
ill, decided to be bled. She seated herself on a stone in
the river, and a young man with a small bow shot little
arrows into her naked body up and down as fast as he
could, not missing any prominent part. The arrowheads
were so arranged that they could not penetrate farther than
a very short distance into the skin. Nevertheless this
seemed to Wafer a ridiculously barbarous way of bleeding
a patient; so, perceiving their ignorance, he told Lacenta
that if he agreed he would show them a better way, without
putting the patient to so much torment Consent being
given, he then bound up the womar^s arm with a piece
of bark, and taking out his lancet (for amidst all his
sufferings he seems to have carried; a small case of instru-